
^MURDER MART 



By John Martin 



DETECTIVE Tom Sargent looked at De- 
tective Morescu and shook his head. "It's 
murder." he said. "Just murder. That's all." 

Sargent walked across the bedroom in the 
old rooming house and glanced down at the 
corpse. Again he shuddered. The room had 
been cleaned up a little since the coroner 
arrived, but the sight still wasn't pretty. Old 
Mrs. Harrigan, who owned the place, hadn't 
died pretty, either. There wasn't much left 
of her throat. 

Sargent glanced up at Morescu and shook 
his head. Morescu's face remained long and 
horsy and unconvinced. 

"It isn't suicide," Sargent said sarcastically. 
"No, it's murder," Morescu said. "It's just 
a funny kind of murder." 

"What makes you think so?" Sargent asked. 
"Just — something. A feeling." Morescu 
shivered again. "Nothing I can put my finger 
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sird." 



"Aw, you've been reading too many horror 
stories lately," Sargent said. "Lay off those 

On the floor, old Mrs. Harrigan's cat sud- 
denly bristled. Its tail swelled alarmingly and 
the long back arched to strike. 

"In the Middle Ages." Morescu said, "cats 
did that around murderers." 

"Nuts," Sargent said, from the door. "You 
aren't planning to confess, are you ?" He 
chuckled and waved. "They'll be up to get the 
body for the morgue any minute. I'm heading 
back to the precinct. You coming? The cops 
downstairs can take over." 

Morescu shook his head. "I'm not leaving — 
yet," he said. "Look, Sargent, the door was 
locked from the inside, the windows were 
locked from the inside. We know from two 
of her roomers that she always did that when 
she took a nap. And there's no fire escape 
outside. Only an ape could have climbed those 
walls. And the windows aren't broken in. 
Doesn't that suggest something — something 




Sargent laughed. "I'll tell you one thing it 
suggests," he said.' "The guy who did it was 
clever. He used a lot of brains to get into this 
room in some way we don't know to commit 
a murder that has no motive to it." His head 
waggled. "That's all I know. So long. See you 
later!" 

Morescu glanced at the closed door and 
shook his head. He was the only detective on 
the force who believed that there were other 
things -in heaven and earth than appeared in 
any philosophy. He'd been wise enough to hide 
his beliefs. Today, he knew, ideas like that 
got people into booby hatches. He knew he 
shouldn't be thinking what he was. He needed 
facts, clues, not feelings. Yet — there was the 

At his feet the cat hissed again. It turned 
slowly, aimlessly, spitting, its teeth bared. 
Why should it spit, he asked himself. It had 

No motive. 

A chill dank wind blew through him sud- 
denly. A murder with no motive meant a mur- 
der committed by the insane. But no insane 
person could have planned so devilish, so air- 
tight a case. That wasn't how the psychotic 
mind worked. True, Mrs. Harrigan had no 
money to steal and she had no enemies. But 
there had to be a motive — some motive. He 
realized how important a motive would be to 
the kind of man who had brains enough to 
plan a crime like that. 

"No, no," he muttered to himself, struck 
suddenly with a thought. "It couldn't be th; 
It couldn't. If it were, there'd be no proof, 
In spite of himself, in spite of thi 
laughed chillingly. And yet . . . 

He took out his notebook, examined the his- 
tory of the three lodgers Mrs. Harrigan's house 
had sheltered. They were all waiting in their 
rooms, forbidden to leave until the police gave 
the order. (Continued on inside back cover) 
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(Continued from inside front cover) 
Technically no one had been placed under 
suspicion, though all of them had been in the 
house at the time of the murder.. How could 
they have been, he thought? How — with a room 
sealed from inside? 

He went over the facts again and the feel- 
ing still persisted. He looked at the cat. It had 
calmed down, but its eyes shone green with 
hate. Morescu couldn't figure it. He knew he 
had to do something. Anything went to solve 
a case as baffling as this. He glanced at the 
names of the three lodgers Mrs. Harrigan's 
hoi^se had sheltered. George Herwell. Martin 
Silvio. Vaclav Codreanu. 

At Codreanu's door he knocked. A voice told 
him to enter. 

Codreanu sat on the bed, middle-aged, 
studious, scholarly. Morescu remembered that 
Herwell and Silvio had been ordinary work- 
men. Why, he asked himself, was a scholar 
like Codreanu working as a night watchman? 

"You are through with your questions?" 
Codreanu asked harshly. "I must get to work. 
It is already late at night." 

"I wanted to talk to you again," Morescu 
said steadily. He knew his idea was wild, in- 
sane perhaps — hopeless in any one. "You see, 
I think you murdered Mrs. Harrigan !" 
Codreanu's bushy eyelids narrowed, 
"My family comes from Transylvania," 
Morescu continued quietly. He tapped his 
notebook. "You told me yours did too when 
I spoke to you before. Does that make you 
understand?" 

Codreanu looked at him. "A little," he said. 
"You are not like the other American detec- 
tive. In some ways you are wiser. I can see 
that." 

"You are a vampire," Morescu said. "You 
killed Mrs. Harrigan to satisfy a blood-lust as 
vampires must." 

Codreanu smiled. 

"Quite true, Mr. Morescu. I admit it. I admit 
it because I am fond of a joke when its point 
can be seen. You can see it. You can see that 
the joke is on you. You have discovered a 
murderer. But you can't prove he is one. If 
you try, if you accuse me publicly of being 
a vampire, your friends will think you are 
insane." He smiled again. 

"The room was sealed," Morescu said. "You 
changed yourself into an animal tiny enough 
to creep under the door, re-materialized, killed 



Mrs. Harrigan and escaped the way you came. 

It sounds crazy, but it is the only theory that 

fits the facts." 

"True. true. But how did you find me out?" 
Codreanu asked. 

"Herwell and Silvio were normal, everyday 
people. You were different," Morescu began. 
"You sleep by day as vampires must. Over 
there is a windowbox full of rich, black earth. 
You told me it was for flowers — some day. 
Vampires need near them part of the earth in 
which they were buried. And there is no such 
black earth as that in this city. You said you 
got it from the back yard." 

"You disappoint me. Such evidence is spe- 

"You threw no shadow." Morescu said grim- 
ly. "No one else noticed that because no one 
else looked for it. I did. Herwell and Silvio 
have mirrors in their rooms. I noticed you re- 
moved the one in yours. Naturally. Vampires 
cast no reflection. From where I stand, I can 
see myself, the room reflected in the window, 
but not you. As for your motive — you live 
on killing. Perhaps your hunger was desperate. 
Perhaps only Mrs. Harrigan was weak enough 
to be your prey." 

Codreanu sighed. "Yes, you are right," he 
said, rising. "You are also insane. I shall go 
for your police downstairs." 

■■Wait!" Morescu fumbled in his pockets. 
"You can be paralyzed by a crucifix. My mother 
told me that." He drew a rosary from his 
pocket, then gasped as Codreanu, turning 
white, moved suddenly in fear. Morescu 
swayed, dazed, as, before his eyes, the vampire 
dwindled to a mouse. The detective groaned. 
Now Codreanu would escape, change his iden- 
tity and continue his murderous career in 
some other city. 

BEHIND HIM the door, only partly closed, 
swung open. He heard a hissing voice. 
Then Mrs. Harrigan's cat leaped. Morescu 
watched, sick while jaws champed savagely. 
Then the cat dragged its dead victim under 
the bed. Morescu tried to think. Murder de- 
manded justice. He had seen it, but no one 
would believe him. Then he smiled. Codreanu's 
disappearance would automatically pin the 
murder on him. Of course the police would 
never find him. but at least he was dead and 
would never strike again! 

THE END 



